MtE SEAfcdl FOB THE LOST MAIDED.
whose heart was pierced as with a sword, as the cry of her CHAP. child reached her ears, a cry which echoed mournfully over ^ VI*L hills, and vales, and waters. Then D6mSt8r threw the dark veil over her shoulders, and hastened like a bird over land and sea, searching for her child. But neither god nor man could give her tidings until, with torch in hand, she reached the cave of HekatS, who knew only of the theft of the maiden, but could not tell whither she had gone. Prom Helios, ' whom she addresses as the all-seeing, Demet&r receives clearer tidings and a deeper sympathy, and now she learns that her child is the bride of Aidoneus, who reigns in the unseen land beneath the earth. The grief of the mourning mother is almost swallowed up in rage, as she leaves the home of the gods and wanders along the fields and by the cities of men, so changed in form, and so closely veiled that none could know the beautiful queen who had till then shed a charm of loveliness over all the wide world* At last she sat down by the wayside, near Eleusis, where the maidens of the city come to draw water from the fountain* Here, when questioned by the daughters of Keleos the king, the mourner tells them that her name is D&6, and that, having escaped from Cretan kidnappers, she seeks a refuge and a home, where she may nurse young children. Such a home she finds in the house of Keleos, which the poet makes her enter veiled from head to fool1 Not a word does she utter in answer to tho kindly greetings of Metaneira, and the deep gloom is lessened only by the jests and sarcasms of Iamb&* When Metaneira offers her wine, she says that now she may not taste it, but asks for a draught of water mingled with flour aad mint, and then takes charge of the new-born son of Keleos, whom she names Demophodn, Under her care the babe thrives marvellously, though he has no nourishment either of bread or of milk. The kindly nurse designs, in* deed, to make Mm immortal; and thus by day she anoints him with ambrosia, and in the night she plunges him, like a torch, into a bath of fire. But her purpose is frustrated by the folly of Metaneira, who, seeing the child thus basking
1 The hymn writer forgets for a touched the K>of, while a blaze of light moment the wiled MatetBolorosa, whan streamed through tho doors and filled at her entrance ho says that her head fcbe dwelling.